turned and saw a copper visage gazing out at him
from behind a rock.
Bob sprang to his feet at the same time slipping
his pistol from its holster and noting that another
Indian had his horse. He was vexed more than
frightened, for he had a truly cowboy courage.
He knew he must not let them come too close
to him for there might be more than two. Also,
he felt it would be better to let them make the
first move, because, he reasoned, they might just
want his horse. With this he backed up to a big
boulder and took his stand.
From this point he addressed the nearest In-
dian, "You big sneak, bring back my horse."
The Indian evidently did not like this kind of
talk and advanced. With this move several more
Indians appeared.
Bob decided it was necessary to give them
plain talk. So he started with a word that Mas-
ter Robert Green's mother would have made that
young gentleman sit in a chair an hour for say-
ing. He also informed them they had better not
come too close to him. However, they kept
shifting about restlessly and coming a little
nearer.    Bob was forced to shoot one of them in
hopes he would frighten them away. This did
no good. They began to close in, and Bob kept
his forty-five and his mind busy.
He could not think of any way out of his
scrape. The Indians kept coming closer and
closer. If he had only known where they had
his horse! Perhaps he could, in some way, get
through these "copper kettles" and once on his
horse he knew he could get away.
He had just decided to try this bold step when
something hit him on the back of the head. It
was so sudden and unexpected, and his nerves
were in such a taut condition that he fell for-
ward.
Getting up he looked around him, dazed.
There were no Indians or trees, only the familiar
backyard. He turned expecting at least to see
the rock against which he had taken his gallant
stand. But, alas! there was nothing there but
the backyard fence, and above it protruded the
head of Johnnie Black.
Little Bobbie Green rose from the ground red
with rage.    At the top of his voice he screamed:
"I'll meet you out behind the barn. Johnnie
Black!"                      MILDRED WYATT, '18.